FOLLOWING A LIANA.

Sight the most unforeseen, and little adapted to gratify
the eyes!

A man, hanging by the neck, struggled at the end of the
liana, which, supple as a cord, had formed into a slipknot,
and the shakings came from the jerks into which he still
agitated it in the last convulsions of his agony!

Benito threw himself on the unfortunate fellow, and with
a cut of his hunting-knife severed the cipo.

The man slipped on to the ground. Manoel leant
over him, to try and recall him to life, if it was not too
late.

u Poor man!" murmured Minha.

"Mr. Manoel! Mr. Manoel!" cried Lina. " He
breathes again ! His heart beats ; you must save him."

"True/1 said Manoel, "but I think it was about time
that we came up."

He was about thirty years old, a white, clothed badly
enough, much emaciated, and he seemed to have suffered a
good deal.

At his feet were an empty flask, thrown on the ground,
and a cup and ball in palm wood, of which the ball, made
of the head of a tortoise, was tied on with a fibre,

"To hang himself! to hang himself!" repeated Lina,
"and young still! What could have driven him to do such
a thing?"

But the attempts of Manoel had not been long in bring-